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GUESS THE ENDING 


OP 

THE MAN WHO 
CRASHED INTO 
ANOTHER ERA! 



EVERY DETAIL EXACTLY 
THE SAME* MER HUSBAND 
AT THE WHEEL OF THE SPEED- 
ING CAR... BEHIND HIAA IN THE 
&ACK -SEAT A -SCARRED MAM 
AND A PLAXINUN\ BLONDE 
WOMAN WITH A PAIN RAVAG- 
ED FACE... AND TORRENTS OF 
TROPICAL RAIN POURING POWN 
AS THE CAR SPED ALONG 
THE NARROW ROAD THROUGH 
THE JUNGLE/ 



TMEN THE SHARP '*' CU(?VE.. 
THEN THE "STEEP DOWN- 
GRADE APPROACH TO THE 
CHOOSE OVER THE CHA-5M/ 
*H* MOUTHED A -SOUND- 
LESS SCREAM. FORI SHE 
KNEW WHAT WAS TO 
COME./ 



SHE WAS TRVIN« TO 
SCREAfA TO THEAA THAT , 
THET3RIDSE WOULD FALL! 
TO WARN TME*\ THAT THEY 
MUST NOT GO OVER THE 
0RIOGB..' BUT HOW CAW 
you WARN THREE PEOPLE 
SPEEDING THROUGH THE 
DARK. IN TNE MIDDLE OF 
A NIGHTMARE ? * 




NOW LET* PACE. THE FACTS', MARGE..' 
I'M A CONSULTING ENGINEER DESKBOUND 
HS*.m IN NEW yOKKf 1 DON'T KNOW 
ANY SCARRED MEN/ I 
DON'T KNOW ANV 
PLATINUM. 
BLONDES/ 



'... -60 THERE'S KOT A CHANCE IN A TRILLION 

OF MY GETTING MIXED UP IN AN ACCIDENT 

WITH TWO CHARACTERS LIKE THAT OFF 

IN «=>OME JUNGLE/ NOW WHAT ABOUT 

FORGETTING THE WHOLE THING AND 

TRYING TO GET $OME SLEEP 

HUH a 



AND SUE SLEPT, COMPOSTED BY HI? WARMTH 
AND HIS LOGIC J AND IN THE MORNING— 


r, 


I'VE SEEN ACTING 
LIKE A GOOF, FRED.' 
BUT X ■PROfAVSE NOW... 
NO AAOEe NIGHT- 
MARES J. 



THE MATTER SHOULD 

HAVE ENOED /SIGHT 

THERE' BUT LATER 

THAT DAY—. 


HATE TO PUMP ^V 
THl«5 ASSIGNMENT \ 
NTO YOUR LAP OM " 
•5UCH -SHORT NOTICE. 
FRED, BUT OUR FIELD 
MAN OUT ON THAT BRAZIL 
JOB JUST CANVE 
DOWN WITH MALARIA.' 



BRAZIL... DEEP IN TH£ JUNGLE... THE LOCAL& 
OF THE NIGHTMARE ! THE COINCIDENCE. JOLTED 
FffED, BUT NOT FOR LONG/ HOtVEVBR, JUST SO 
MARGE WOULDN'T WORRY TOO MUCH.. 


HE TPIED TO SLEEP AS THE PLANE DRONED 
THROUGH THE 5TORMSWEPT SKIES .' HE 
TRIED... BUT DESPITE HIMSELF, HE KEPT 
TICKING OFF FURTHER DETAILS OF 
MAIR.GES NIGHTMARE/ 




THE PLANE HAD 
LAHDEO, AND HE 
tpUICKU/ BEGAN 
ARRANGING FOR 
TRA NSPORTA TION 
INTO THE INTERIOR. 



THAT BITOF NEW£~ ENHEARTENED HIM/ FOR 
HE FELT LOYALTY TO THE FIRM HE WORKED fOR, 
AND HB KNEW HOW MUCH DEPENOED UPON 
HIS ARRIVING ON TIME .' 




HE KNEW HE 
WAS ACTING 
UNREASONABLY' 
BUT THE FEAR 
INSIDE HIM 
WOULDN'T LET 
HIM ACT AN V 
OTHER. WAV/ 



mOW HE WAS SPEEDING THROUGH 
THE NIGHT! THE JUNGLE WAS 
THERE.... TORRENT* OF TROPICAL 
RAIN WERE POURING OOYYN... 
BUr HE WAS DRIVING ALONE' 


§T WAS THE* THAT HI? 

WHEEL BIT INTO THE 
ROAD'S SOFT SHOULDER, 
BIT, A HO CHEWED, A NO 
FINALLY SLID OVER.' 


£ WAS IN A DAZE WHEN ME 
CAME TO, HIS EYES BLURRED 
WITH PAIN AND SHOCK, HARDLY 
ABLE ro DRAG HIMSELF UP 
TH£ SLOPE J 



VkATE R, UPON THE ROAD. HE PELT 
** HANDS LIFTING HIM, PELT HIM- 
SELF BEING HELPEp INTO A CAR! 



E PELT THE 
THE CAB LUSCH 
PORWAIZP' FOR A 
LONG TIME HE 
JUST SAT THERE, 
WEARILY SLUMPED 
OVER, ■STILL TOO 
NUM8 TO THANK 
HIS RESCUERS' 
OfS EVEN SEE 
WHO THEY WERE:! 
BUT THEN THE 
WEARINESS 
BEGAN TO 
OISSOLVE... 




HE MOUTHED A «>©UNOLe<S* 
*SCREAAA ! HE COULD FEEL. 
THE FEAR. "SPREADING IN- 
SIDE Hl/V\ LtkE AN OPEN- 
ING HAND A*5 THE CAR. 
*>PEO ALONG THE NARRO 
JUNGLE ROAD.../ 


I BUT THEN HE THOUGHT OF 
"SOMETHING-.. 




fur THEN. 
ST 


WHAT'* ~ 

WRONG NOW* 
WHAT'RE YOU 
STOPPING FOR? 



STAMMBg/NG; CHOK/NG 
WITH SO as, HE TOLO TH£ 
SCARRED MAN ABOUT 
MASGE'S' MGHT/HAJZE... 
AND HO IV ir ALWAYS 
ENDED ! 


Tasked specifically 
about that scidse before 
•starting out... if it hap wen 

WEAKENED 0Y THE I?AIN.' AND 
THE ANSWER WAS NO! 




#£y HAD JUST STARTED TO WALK DOWN 
THE STEEP SLOPE WHEN..- 





WHAT COULD THEY 
SAY? FRED AND 
THE SCARRED MAN 
AND THE WOMAN 
WITH THE PLAT/NUM 
BLONDE HAIR ? 

WHAT COULD THEY 
t>AY, NOW THAT 
THEY KNEW 

how NAeeowi y 

THEY HAD 
ESCAPED THE 
NIGHTMARES 
TERRIBLE ENDING? 

WHAT COULD 
THEY DO, BUT 
STAND THERE, 
GRIPPED IN THE 
VISE OF 
WONDER... * 







THE TOWNSPEOPLE SMILE SCEPTICALLY .' 
THEN TELL THEMSELVES THEN CAN'T BE 
HOODWINKED SV THE FAST TALKING 8AR- 
KER, >WHO HAS SEEN VAUNTING THE SOM- 
NAIWSUUST 1 S CLAIRVOYANT POWERS EVER 
SINCE DRIVING THE BiG VAN \NTO /WDVIUE 
A WEEK AGO... M 



." i . i " ■ .. . ' . ' ...... ' ". ' J 'i . ' . ' . II I I 'M 

BUT DESPITE THEMSELVES, THE TOWNS 
PEOPLE SHlVEtR... VviHEN THE SONA- 
3ULIST SPEAKS.. 


TOMORROW... HERE. 
TOMORROW. 





THE PROPERTV DMMGE HAS BEES! SLIGHT... NO ONE HAS BEEN HURT/ BUT AILTHE 
TOWNSPEOPLE ARE HMJNTED BV THE SAME CHILLING QUESTION... MOW. 
SOMNAM&UUST KNOW ? r 

' ^i L » ...■■■I-. i ■ n ■■— — ■■iiimi J 





NOW THE LAST THIW THREAD OP THEIR SCEP- 
TICISM HAS DISSOLVED.' NOWTHEV ARE 
READV TO BELIEVE ANYWfN& ^ THE 
SOMNAMBULIST SASS... 



A FBW NIGHTS LATER ...INSIDE THE VAN... 



EvERV< 
THING 
ALL SET, 
BOSS? 


COULDN'T BE BETTER/ NOU TWO 
MAKING BELIEVE SOU WERE 
PROSPECTORS AND BLASTING 
INTO THAT UNDERGROUND RIVER 
AFTER ^JE GOT THE GEOLOGISTS 
REPORT ON THE RIVER'S LOCA 
TION , STARTED THE BALL 



THEN THE REST OP THE GANG 
PILING UP THOSE TRUCKS SO 
THERE'D BE POOD WAITING FOR 
THE LOCUSTS VNHEN X 2>BT THEM 
FREE, DID THE REST.' 




AND NOW THE TIME HAS COME FOR THE SOM- 
NAMBULIST TO SPEAK AGAIN... 







EARTHQUAKES NEVER .ANNOUNCE THEMSELVES/ 
EARTHQUAKES ALWAVS COME WITHOUT WARN- 
ING.' THE CASUALTY RATE SMOULD HAVE BEEN 
HIGH IF ALL THE TOWNSPEOPLE HAD NOT PLED 
HOURS AGO. 



THE DUST HAS SETTLED NOW.., ALL IS 
SILENT IN WHAT IS LEFT OF MIDVILIE ... 
EXCEPT FOR ONE DRY NQICE, .JARRBO 
INTO SPEECH BV THE QUAKE, INTONING 
OVER AND OVER AGAIN... 


HERB. ..WITHOUT WARNING... 
A CALAMITY... HERE... 
WITHOUT WARNING... 


■■ " ■ " 



.&**-J&£*. *% 


;< t*e ENO 


JpM/S WAS THE FQUETH DAY HE MAD WATCHED THE WeECfCE£>S AT WO/EK, PAETLY BECAUSE /*£ 
* WELCOMED THE CHANCE TO STAND IN SAFE ANONYMITY AMONG ALL THE* SIDEWALK - 
SUPERINTENDENTS '...AND PARTLY BECAUSE ME ENJOYED SNEEEING AT HONEST MEN WHO 

WORKED FOE A LIVINGS 



ffiHE ZOAZ OF TU£ EXPLOSION WAS STILL 
AT SINGING IN U/S EARS AS HE TURNED 
AWAY-- 


UT THEN AS HE WALKED THROUGH Th"E 
SLUM DlSTEICT TOtYAIED ME HIDEOUT. 
HIS SMILE FADED- ■-- 


MO&ODY'O 
EVEE OATCH M£ 
HOLDING DOWN . 
A <5WEAT-Joe/ : 

NOT IN A 

MILLION yEA(?5' 



-' WHO SAID I 
GOT it 60 GOOD? 
I'M AS HOT A<S A 

FieecEACKeieoN 

THE VJZ OF 
JULY APTEgTHAT 
LA^T JO© I 4$i 

PULL6C?/ . 

■ 





!f/S WAS HALFWAY UP THE 

v STA/esr WHEN SUDDENLY 

a puzzle p F/eow/v flitted 

ACROSS HIS FACE/ 


JpEAS WAS A GIANT FIST, 
y QUICKLY UNCLENCHING 

INSIDE OF HIM, STgETCMNG 

W/DEE AND 


If HEN IT CAMS. TO HIM WITH 
* AN ABEUPT SHOCKING 
CLARITY.' THE SHJ5NC& 

BLANKETING THE TENEMENT.. 

THAT'S WHAT WAS D/FFEEENT/ 





myew wile esAcriNG ro the 

m STRAN6E SILENCE, HE HAD 
CO/VT/NUED ASCEND/NG THE 
STAlOS/ ANO /VOW »£ FOL/HO 
H/MSSIP AT THE OOO& OF H/< 

owe eoom apa&tmsht, auto- 
matically EEACM//VG FOE TUB 
KMOB— 





THERE CAN ONLV 

&e one /season f=oe 

ALU THIS QUIET/ THE CO&f 

pound my wipeour/ thews 

» CLEARED OUT -THE WHOLE -eg. 
0-UILPlNe — / 



TH&Y'^e eTAKEP 

out im my Koo/a/ ruey'EE 

T*>IT DOOR.' THEY'RE WAIT 
h tNG... AND TMgie TKK3S6K. 
PlNSEK© ASS ITCHING/ 
IP I EVER WENT 
INSIDE , TUEVP-. 




^ NO f?LACE TO so... 

NO PLACE TO HlOE/ THEY'' 

POUND ME... WHERE WILL 

eo. wheke will x 
woe... 




NO- NONE O* THEM STAKED 
OUT IN THE STREET.' 

NEIGHBORHOODS TOO 
CROWDED.' THEY WOULDN'T 
TEV TO NAB ME POWN 

Tweee... -somesoDv 
MIGHT get uuer/ 






THE VOCTO&. ME-SJ& WAS 
PIGUCgP IT OUT/.- Wg WAS- 
/AADE. TEMPORARILY DEAP 

0V AM EXPLOSION SET OP"!* 

&y <50me wzecKe%$ he'e^ 

@.EEN WATCHING/ 

Hi 



THAT TENEMENT HOUSE. WHEKB 
HE WAS HIDING OUT, HAS ALWAYS SEEN 

A NOISY JOINT/ WHEN HE COULDN'T 
HEAR A SOUND WHILE COMING UP 
THE STAiKS, HE- THOUGHT WE W^iee. 

WAITING FO£ HIM IN Hl<=> fZOOM\, AND 
WE'D CLEANED THE PLACE OUT SO 
HO0ODY WOULD GET HUieT IN 

case Of- GUNnee/ so we , 

PANICKEO... AND UESE HE IS/ 


wet 


M 


fpHis was ms poueru paw on the rock 

"PILE... HE WHO HAD ONCE S~NEE/PE0 7 
' ' NOSOPV'D EVEe CATCH ME HOLDING 
DOWN A " SWEAT- JOS f NOT IN A MILLION 
YEARS/" 



THECH*W? 


npHIS THING which had happened was 
weird! It was eerie! It had crept up on 
Dawsoa and he could not strike back at it. 
He paced the floor of his hotel room, clenching 
his hands, afraid' to sleep, and jumping at every 
sound in the hall. He had seen a ghost at the 
fight! 

But even more than seeing it, the ghost had 
called to him, "I'll be around to see you later, 
Champ." Bill Dawson was seared. For a man 
who had just belted his way to the light heavy, 
weight championship of the world, this did 
not make sense. He had fought his way up 
through the ranks against the toughest com- 
petition, and fear is something with which 
champs do not deal. Still the ghost had been 
there — and soon it might be here in the room! 

The thought of it made his powerful, tanned 
body shiver, and his eyes became two search' 
ing, frightened creatures. How could it be? he 
asked himself. But the thing was true. He had 
seen a ghost! He had seen Old Joe. his trainer, 
but everyone knew that Old Joe had been dead 
for two years! Yet when Dawson had gotten 
back to the dressing room, the towel was folded 
over his shoulders the way Old Joe always 
fixed it! So he must have been there! 

Dawson tried to sit down and relax in a 
chair, but there was no peace from this agoniz- 
ing mental torture. He wrung his hands, and 
then went back to pacing again. He remembered 
the fight — shortly after the opening bell, he 
had been hit with a right hand punch and been 
knocked down. An ordinary man would have 
b*cn finished, but with his great fighting heart 


and marvelous condition, Dawson had contin- 
ued. 

But it was right then that he had seen the 
ghost at the ringside! Dazed from the punch, 
Dawson had started to get up without taking 
the full count when he saw Old Joe motioning 
him to take nine. 

In his stunned state, this had seemed normal 
to Dawson. The effects of the punch did not 
really wear off until the fight was over. Dawson 
won by a kayo in the ninth round, purely 
through fighting instinct. When his head had 
cleared, back at the hotel, the horrible memory 
that he had taken instructions all through the 
fight from a ghost came to him! He paid no 
attention to advice from his corner, but kept 
watching Joe and following his guidance. Daw- 
son pounded his fists in desperation on the 
bureau, then slumped down on the bed. 

Dawson loved Old Joe because the trainer 

had been with him from the start. Old Joe had 

discovered him, trained him, handled him like 
» 

a son. They had climbed the ladder together. 

The memories of Old Joe rubbing him down, 
and of how they used to talki made Dawson's 
skin creep. Old 

Joe seemed to be here with him right in this 
room. He could almost hear the hoarse voice 
of the old trainer, and the voice haunted him! 
Plagued him! 

The silence of the room suddenly closett in 
on him like death-gripping, suffocating quick- 
sand! He felt as though Old Joe were near 
him, getting closer to him every second. The 


room seemed full of spooks, shadows from the 
lamps cast strange and devilish patterns . 
Memories of Old Joe pierced his heart and 
brain and froze his very blood! 

In despair. Dawson fell down on the bed and 
beat the pillows Please, please, let him alone? 
The telephone rang suddenly and it was like 
a clang of doom to Dawson. He caught the 
scream in his throat, looked at the jangling 
phone, and then fearfully lifted it in his wet 
^nd shaking hand. 

"Hello, is this the champion? Is this room 
1203'" a voice asked Terror-stricken. Dawson 
pounced oH the bed and with a hoarse voice 
tore the phone from the wall. Ir was Old Joe's 
voice! He was coming after him! He had found 
him! Dawson's heed spun, and he rocked in the 
centei of the room, staring at the door, breath- 
lessly and helplessly. 

The panic caused him to writhe in agony, 
and he sunk down on the floor, sobbing the. 
sobs ol a beaten and confused man. Why didn't 
Old Joe understand? Old Joe must have known 
that he had started the argument himself. Daw- 
son would never have kicked him out of the 
training camp it he hadn't kept picking and 
annoying him. He loved Old Joe, he always 
would Why did he want to drive him insane? 

Through the tears a sense of relief and sen- 
sibility returned to Dawson. All during the 
fight, right from the knockdown, hadn't the 
yhost of Old/ Joe been out there advising him 
how to fight and beat the champ? If ha wanted 
him to win then, why did he want to haunt him 
now? 

The terror and the panic of the past few 
hours had whipped Dawson into a limp lump 
of weakness. Wearily, more tired and beaten 
♦han he had bean at any time during the fight. 


he dragged himself to his feet. 

Then came the knock at the door! Instantly, 
the whole fiendish horror surrounded Dawson 
again. It wasn't just any knock at a door. It. 
was Old Joe's knock! One-one-two. Just the 
way he used to rap on the door for him to train. 
or when it was time for him to go down to the 
ring for a fight. The floor sagged - under Daw- 
son, and dizzily he gripped the bed with one 
hand and the bureau with the other for sup- 
port, waiting, paralyzed, for the knock again. 

Instead, the door opened slowly! Then Old 
Joe's gnarled hand came in. and then Old Joe 
stood there. Dawson backed towards the win- 
dow, shaking his head, terror-stricken. The 
ghost had found him! 

tt^Kbf HAT 'S the matter, champ?" Old Joe 
spoke kindly. "What are they doing 
with my boy? C'mere. Bill. Don't be afraid. 1 
can tell you what happened. No. I'm no ghost. 
I just was away sick, that's all. That's why I 
started that argument with you. I knew 1 
couldn't keep up with you and I didn't want 
to be a burden. So I let you kick me out of the 
training camp and then I had a few old friends 
circulate the news that I was dead, so you 
wouldn't be worrying. I've been in the hospi- 
tal all the while, but tonight when you were 
fighting for the crown, 1 just had to get a pass 
and come to see you. The closest I could k c * 
was to throw that towel ovei your shoulders 
on the way out. Always told you that you'd 
be champ, didn't I ?" 

Dawson threw his arm around Old Joe : s 
shoulders and laughed in relief. He had won 
his greatest fight. He hjd conquered the 
unknown ! 

THE END 




CAN 
MAKE ME 




' " ■ l i m i I 







SOT OVER THE 
WALL, &UT THE gLUE- 
COAT-S ARE BREATH - 
ING RIGHT POWN AAV 
NECkC/ THEY'LL BE 
OUSTING INTO THIS 

vP ANY MINUTE NOW.' 



SUT X /" WH<D'$ A6K.INS YOU TcA 
WWy PIP \ / HIPE ME? yOU CAN PO 
YOU COME J I BETTER THAN THAT.. 
HERE? /,\ you CAN MAKE ME 

rtfic ''V. FLy ' 



WOU MEAN V0U 

\ YOU GOT 

READ IN PRISON 

1 THE PICTURE 

A0OUT MV 

/ REAL FAST, 

TELE PORTA- J 

KIPPO...Y0U 

TION EXPERl- \ 

WERE AL- 

fAENTi, MORTf 

\ WAYS THE 

16 TMAT 

) BRIGHT &OV 

WHY YOU BROKE 

/ IN THE A 

V. OUT ? ^ 

FANULY.^^ 


■^*L 


IT'S NO U<3E, MOBT/ 
COULDN'T POSSIBLY 
TELEPORT Y£>U TO ANy 

H\DEOUT/ 


3 


M, 



Mn 


W£££, 5/<?/» stalling! 

I'M NOT THE ONE WHO 
WENT TO COLLEGE, &UT 
1 GOT ENOUGH IN MY 
POME TO KNOW THAT.. 



'• 


A / -I 


nN\Y 



MYBODV WHO CAN 

TELEPORT -STUFF. GETS THEM 
TO WHERE HE WANTS THEM 
TO GO BY MAKING THEM FLY 
THROUGH THE Ate: / ANP 
y<?U CAN DO IT/ I READ 
ALL A&OUT THAT 
DEMONSTRATION VOU 


...HOW YOU STOOD P.IGHT UP ON THAT -STAGE IN FRONT 
OF ALL THOSE OTHER -SCIENTISTS/ y^U HAD A HORSE 
WITH YOU, A CAR, ANP SOME KID'S DOLL. ANP OVER. 
YOUR HEAD WAS A BIG OPEN SKYLIGHT/" 



*...tue three op them flew 
right up through the open 
•skylight/" 


, , ■ . ■■ _— -;-- , -- ' 


"...RIGHT UP INTO THE 
AIR TUEYELEWJ " 




"...THE POLL ENDEO UP 
RIGHT IN SOME KID'S 
TOV CHEST WHSBE IT 
©ELONGEO / " 


V ...TH£ HORSE. RIGHT IN ITS 
OWNER'S STABLE/" 



"...AND THE CAR, SPANG, 
RIGHT IN. THE EMPTY GARAGE 
WHERE IT BELONGED/" 



...SO DON'T TELL ME YOU 
CAN'T MAKE ME FLY.' 
BECAUSE I KNOW YOU CAN 
ANO I KNOW YOU'RE GO- 
ING TO SEND ME FLYING 
RIGHT DOWN TO -SOUTH 
AMERICA WHERE THE 
BLUECOATS'LL NEVEB. 
CATCH UP WITH ME.' 

K 



NO,MOPT/ NO/.. 
PLEASE STOP/ 



AAORT. PLEASE "STOP/ NONE 
OF THIS EOLJ IPMENT CAN 
BE PEPLACED.' , . — < 


I'LL KEEP BUSTING 
THIS STUFF UNTIL 

v^u sav youee. 

GONNA PLAV SALL, 
GET OUTTA NW WAV/ 


you WIN, 

MORT...TLL 
MAKE YOU 

F 


THATS WHAT I . 
WANTED TO HEAR. 1 
NOW WHERE DO 
I SIT ? AND 
DON'T FORGET 
TO SET THAT 
GADGET OF 
youfts FOR. , 
SOUTH AMERICA.' 




YOU DID IT 
KIDDO.' 
EOLITH 
AMERICA 



YOU HELPED YOUR , 
BROTHER ESCAPE! 
YOU KNOW WHAT 
THIS MAKES VOW 

IN THE EYES OF 
V THE LAW ' 



ITS NOT PERFECT 'YET J 
THAT DOLL. THAT HORSE, 
AND THAT CAR ALL 
FLEW BACK TO WHERE 
THEV BELONGED.' 
THAT'f ALL MV OEVlCE 
CAN DO.' JUST SEND 
THINGS FLVING. 



SACK WHERE. 
THEY .. 

BELONG //L 




Dttko- 




THEV'RE THRASHING 
AROUWD...THE 
GROUND'S SHAKING.. 
THEV'RE ROLLING 

CNER THIS. 




...AND THE 
CRASH RE 
SUITED IS1 
A TEMPORARV 
LO&S OF 
MEMORY/ 



IUCSCS THE 
AUTOMATIC 
ALARM SVS- 
TEM FORK- 
ED.' V-JE 
PULLED THE 
PLASTIC BUBBLE 
BACK JUST IW 
TIM*= ' 


HMMM... SO IT WASN' 
A NIGHTMARE 
AFTER 




JEFF. WAKE UP/ WOU 

FELL ASLEEP \NHILE READ- 
ING NOUR. BOOK, AMD 
FR.OM THE WAN WOU'VE 
BEEN MUMBLING, -JEFF, 
I'D SAW SOU WBSSE 

HAVfNO A 

NIGHTMA&E/ 


SSe COOLPN'T 
HAVE T©LP YOU 
HOW HE KNEW/ 
BUT HE WAS A 
PROFE'&SlONAl. 
HUNTER, ANP IN 
HIS LINE, MEN 
OEVELOPEP A 
SIXTH SENSE 
ABOUT THINGS 
LIKE THIS/ HE 
HEARD NOTHING,,, 
HE SAW NOTHING,, 
BUT VET HE 
KNEW / 


■ypMf',/ a; . 





Z- m U~>* 


He HAP NEVER BEEN IN THESE PESOLATE 
PARTS BEFORE / THE INHABITANTS HAP 
CALLEP HIM IN , PROMISING HIM A HUGE 

TEE IF HE COULD TRACK DOWN THE 
MVSTERIOUS ©EAR THAT HAP BEEN TOR- 
MENTING* THEM SO MUCH OF LATE „. .' 


A BEAR SO UNCANNILY CLEVER/ THAT WITH 
AMAZING EASE tT HAP EL.UPEP THE HUNDREDS 
OF TRAPS SET FOR IT BY THE LOCAL HUNTERS/ 



HE'S TOO 
SMART FOR 
US/ THAT'S 
FOR SURE.' 


RECKON WE'LL^V 
HAVE TO CALL IN J 
SOMEBOpy FROM / 
THE OUTSlPE / / 


•*"^^S» 


/luo now the famous hunter 

HAD COME ,„ AND NOW ON THE 
V/eftV FIRST PAV OF THE HUNT,,, 


7he arm* THAT HAD seized 

HIM WERE MORE POWERFUL. 
THAN H IS OWN / 

f STRONGER 
1 GASPS; THAN 




BY MEANS OF ^WE KNEW ( 
TELEPATHIC B£AMS,\ THE SKILL* v 
WE LEARNED THAT I YOUR 
YOU WERE STILL r HERITA&E / 
^ ALIVE / y WOULP v 

W^^— ^^ eNoo* you 

■ — H WITH, WOULP 

LEAD YOU TO i 
WW W*i BECOME A / 
'S&'ES W^ \ GREAT 
IW^f j^ HUNTER! Jfy 

¥SMf 


w\ Jfczvw8F*KT.A 


I- (tW^& 

■ '•(// ''y^-^0^ 


Wv \ Mfefe 1 AN JPQ'Irl^t' 

■ vjk— . ^^^J}/ ) i tPkjr -. 

SUT WE ALSO ffS 

KNEW THAT YOU V^J r^jtfB 
HAP WANPEREP Uc--2jil 
/yt/? FROM THE /j^Wl 

SURFACE ^fl 
ENTRANCE TO W 
OUR WORLP^ W 



PEPENPEP ON THEIR INABILITY TO CAPTURE HIM TO FORCE 


THEM TO CALL 
SO THEY DID 


IN) &REAT HUNTERS FROM THE OUTSIDE/ AND 
AND SO YOU CAME „- AND NO*/ YOU ARE 
AMONG YOUR 0*N AGAIN/ 


8EUEVE US,,, 
WE ARE NOT 
WRONG,/ IT \<3 
NATURAL THAT 
VOU <=>HOULP ; 
BE SHOCKED/ 



„, ©LAMMING HIM BACK INTO THE 
OTHERS, CAUSING THE WHOLE GROUP 
TO FALL IN A TANGLE OF THRASHING 
HAIRY LIMBS/ 


,„ /IWAY FROM THE EERIE SLOW 
AND UP IKITO THE SHADOWS THAT 
WERE AS THICK AS THOSE KNOWN 
ONLY BY THE BLIND/ AMD, ALTHOUGH 
THE OUTCRIES BEHIND HIM HAD 
GROWN FAINTER/ HE SOBBED AS 
HE RAN / 




A=T6R THAT, HE COULD REMEMBER 
NOTHING BUT RUNNING FASTER AND 
FASTER/ HIS MINP A TURBULENT 
BLANK WHERE ONLY FEAR AND 
DARKNESS RAGED/ 


>4ND THEN SUDDENLY 
HIS STRENGTH FAILED 
HIM, AND HE FELT 
HIMSELF CRUMPLING 
DOWN/ AND NOW 
THERE WAS NOTHING 
BUT DARKNESS.' 


When he next opened his eyes, 
everything wag still hazy/ but 
he managed to determine <+/hat 
the ghlny disc shining so 
brilliantly was, and immediately 
relief flooded into his heart/ 
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ON, NO-'// AM I 


: "fe?/ SEEING THINGS? 
THOSE THINGS 
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AS I RECALL^RSW THAT MIGHT- 
BEGAN/ THE ELATION ANP PRID£, 
THE CERTAINTY THAT I HAP 
REACHED THE HIGH POINT Of MY 
CAREER 



Ab\W AT LAST/ AFTER ALL 
THESE YEAR'S/ I COULP GIVE 
MY 60PV THE SLEEP IT CRAVED 
SO PESPERATELV/ BUT FIRST 
THE PRECIOUS SERUM HAD TO 

BE POURED INTO A BEAKER/ 



\£UT THEN MV EYES CLEAREP/ 

(AND a split second later 

MV FACE WAS WRITHING IN A 
GRIMACE OF SHOCK/ 



r THAT ANT MUST 
HAVE SEEM CRAWLING 
ACROSS THE FLOOR/ 
SOME OF MV CflC 

growth AcceiettATOR. 

WRtMA MUGT HAVE 
SPLASH6P ONTO 
THE ANT.' 
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GROWING 

LARGER/ 
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I HAVE 

TO RUN / 

I HAVE TO 

RUN FOR 

MY LIFE/ 


1 




JTjumpep off the road/ 
i vjadep through a pitch/ 
i cut across an open) 
fielp/ but the enormous 
ant snas still on my traii / 


I \NAS STILL STARING BACK OVER MY 

SHOULPER, MV" EYE6 BULGING WITH 

TERROR, WHEN SUDDENLY 




>JpTER THAT THERE WAS ONLY BLACK- 
NESS/ A FEELING AS IF FLOATING 
WEIGHTLESSLY THROUGH SPACE .' AtiO 
WHEN I NEXT OPENEP MY EYE© — 




I SHALL NEVER KNOW HOW LONG I "STAVED DOWW 
THERE/ ALL I KNOW IS THAT EVERY MOMENT KEPT 
APDING TO THE TERROR AND GUILT LODGED INSIDE 
MV HEART BECAUSE OF WHAT I HAD LET LOOSE ON 

THE WORLD 




.*^-<v**J 




~^^^ <^ 


i?e^ *g%£^ 


^ 






fitfk HAVE A TRIPLE-A RATING IN PUN ANP BRADSTREET, AND 
A TRIPLE-A RATING IN THE HEARTS OF ALL MANKIND.' VES, 
SIR/ I PON'T MIND TELLING VOU THAT WORLD TRANSPORT, INC. 



I'M NOT DREAMING TWIG TIME, 
AIR. GRUEL.,, I'M WORfty/ftG/ 

Aiy SOU, TIMMY, IS SICKER 
THAN EVER / AND IF I CAN'T ~ 



JEANWHILE/ MARGE, MY WIFE, WHO 
WAS HOLPING POWN A PART -TIME 
JOB, UUST REMEMBEREP SOMETHING — 


I FORGOT TO GIVE TIMMY 
Hie TOYS THIS MORNING; 
THE POOR BOY CANT MOVE 
FROM HIS BEP/ HE'LL HAVE 
NOTHING TO PO ALL PAY 


AfARGE'S BOSS WAS MORE 
(JNPERSTANDING THAN MR. 
GRUEL/ HE LET HER RUM 
HOME FOR A FEW MINUTES/ 
BUT WHEN SHE GOT THERE — 



UMMM,,, POOR KID.' 
BUT LET'S MOT GIVE 
UP HOPE / MARGE / 
LET'S SEE IF WE CAN 
STRAIGHTEN HIM OUT 








V/ELL, 
POCTOR? 
VJAS THE 
OPERATION 
A SUCCESS? 


AS FAR AS I CAN TELL, 
' COULDN'T HAVE GONE 
BETTER / BUT NNE'LL. 
KNOW DEFINITELY IN A 



FHE WEEK HAD PASSED- 



NOW,TIMMY, WHAT 
/ABOUT DOING SOMETHING 
FOR THE MAN \WHO MADE 
THIS POSSIBLE 9 WHAT 
/ABOUT MAKING SOMETHING ' 

FLY JUST ONCE FOR MB, 
HUH P 




K IT USED TO \ 

ee such a \ 

SNAP/// BUT 

1 CAN'T DO VT i 

any more/ y 
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/ JUST . ) 
CAN'T / J 
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I'VE BEEN TAKEN, 
ALL RIGHT/ THE 
DOCTOR "SAVS IF 
THE BOV EVER HAD 
■ THE POWER, tT WAS' 
UUST TO COMPENSATE 
FOR WS> NOT BEtNGr 
ABLE TO WALK/ AND 
NOW THAT HE CAN 
WALK,,, THE POWER'S 


il 

IAD / 
WASS 




7. 


y<OU 5EE , TIMMy STILL ^ 
HAD THE PO\NER / IT dUST 
WOULDN'T PERMIT ITSELF TO 
BE USED SeLFISHLV.' AND 
TIMMV STILL HAS IT, AND I 
WE'RE INCORPORATED NOW/ 



WE CHARGE JUST A 
NOMINAL FEE TO TRANSPORT 
ANVTHING TO ANYWHERE / AND 
IN CASE OF EMERGENCIES, OUR 
SERVICES ARE FREE OF 
CHARGE/ THAT'S HOW COME 
WE HAVE A TRIPLE-A RATING 
IN THE HEARTS OF ALL 
/VtANRlNO J 





ANP THE 
DOCTOR / 
HE FELL 
FOR IT /■ 
JUST AS I 
PLANNED,,, 


oh, yes, he'd planned it nicely,,, leading up 
to this— when jim would get the poisoned 
pr"'k and everyone would think he-got it 
by - ustake when he was trying to poison 
Bill/ 


NO, BILL/ I DON'T HAVE PAINS IN «y\ 
STOMACH,,, I'VE KNOWN WHAT YOU 
WERE UP TO/ I WATCHED YOU, SAW 
YOU POISON MY PRINK SO I SWITCHED 
THE PRINKS y 
YOU MEAN 
I ,„ I „, 'PPP 



//e FELT IT " 
HE SCREAMED 


IEN,[ 


THE.„THE 

PAIN/ 
<JIM, GET,,, 
f PON'T 
I'LL 


GET THE DOCTOR 
LET ME DIE/ 1,m 
CONFESS-,, HOW I PRETENDED 
TO BE POISONED TO THROW 
SUSPICION ON YOU SO I 
COULD POISON YOU AND 
THEY'D THINK YOU GOT 
THE DRINK YOU MEANT 
FOR ME BY MISTAKE ,„ 




GET UP, BILL/ YOU'RE NOT^ 
POISONED/ I THREW THE 
POISONED DRINK AWAY AND 
THE DRINK YOU HAD WAS 
ALL RIGHT / THE PAINS YOU , 
FEEL AREN'T FROM POISON/ 
THEY'RE FROM A 
GUILT/ CONSCIENCE/ 



AS THEY CAME out of the cottage. Jeff 
Clayton threw a wry glance at his com- 
panion. 

"You're foolish, Robb. to attempt a climb 
like that. Besides, think of it. man. you've been 
invited to my brother's wedding. It's hardly 
polite to . . ." 

Down in the village, down the long, green 
slope, the tall white spire of the church trem- 
bled to the peal of bells. But Robb Martner 
didn't hear them. He' didn't even seem to hear 
Jeff Clayton's voice. Manner's eyes stirred 
restlessly away from the small fishing town, 
ran darkly up the slope and fixed on the steep 
granite cliff behind the town. It towered crazi- 
ly out to sea and above its majestic, craggy 
peak, wild sea-birds wheeled and cawed. He 
had no eyes, no ears for the birds — only the 
grey, weathered cottage that hung on the 
peak's edge like a witch's hat. 

"I'm sorry. Jeff. I can't go." Martner said 
finally. His- voice had a dream-like quality to 
it suddenly. "It isn't that I want to slight 
Henry and Amy. It — it's just that I want to 
climb the cliff." A forced note of humor en- 
tered his voice. "After all, I'm here in Bury- 
port to relax. Jeff. That's why I retired, came 
here. I think I'll start by finding out what the 
inside of that cottage looks like. The view 
from the seaward side must be magnificent!" 

"Have it your way." Jeff Clayton said dis- 
tastefully. "But if you'll take my advice, you'll 
leave Captain Martner strictly alone. As for 
the view, no one . . ." Jeff stopped abruptly 
as though he'd said too much. 

"It is remarkable about the similarity in 
name, isn't it?" Robb Martner said slowly. 
Now the high old house was mirrored in his 
eyes. "I supp. Jt the Captain and I are related 
somewhere batic along the line. Plenty of 
Martners used to live here in Buryport. Per- 
haps — perhaps the Captain and I can talk it 
over." 

Clayton looked at his friend helplessly. 
"Robb." he said finally. "No one, so far as I 
know, has ever climbed that cliff — and come 
back. No one except the Captain, anyway." 

"Nonsense." Robb said. "It's just a few thou- 
sand feet. The ascent isn't overly steep. It just 
requires endurance,, that's all." 

"All right, then, I'll tell you," Jeff Clayton 
said grimly. "And if you want to go up there 
after I've finished, well . . ." He paused and 
then continued: "Only two men in the past 


ten years have even attempted scaling tht 
cliff. And both of them made it. Only . . ." 
Jeff's voice cracked. ". . . both fell into the 
sea just where the ledge road turns the cliff 
edge." He pointed. 

Robb saw it; a thin ribbon of gouged rock 
winding up the face of the cliff. 

"Bad nerves," he said, but he couldn't hide 
the sudden note of tension in his voice. Then 
he shook himself vigorously. "But I'm going 
anyway. I like the atmosphere of Buryport, 
Jeff. It's wholesome, it's clean, it's redolent 
of the sea. Often back in the city, I wished 
my parents had stayed here. I'd have liked 
to' be a sailor, owned a schooner, sailed the 
seas. After all, you have." he pointed to a 
thirty-foot single-master riding at anchor in 
the harbor. "That's Captain Manner's craft, 
isn't it?" 

Jeff shuddered. He nodded and got into tht 
car. Robb started walking along the spine of 
the grassy rise that led to the cliff-side trail, 
At firsU he was exhilarated by the aheef 
daring of the climb. Then, half-way up he 
began tiring. The task was harder than it had 
seemed. And the gray house drew nearer only 
with infinite slowness. At last he reached the 
spot from which Jeff said two others had 
fallen to their deaths. Idly he wondered why. 
The road — carved from the living rock of 
the cliff itself — was over a yard wide at that 
point. Of course it wasn't entirely level— it 
tended to spill off toward the sea roaring 
a thousand feet below. With the wind whip- 
ping around him. Robb took a deep breath and 
rounded the curve. 

He didn't hear the rock splitting beneath 
him until he'd passed. Then the slow grumble 
reached his ears and he looked back, blanching. 
Behind him, a "good six feet of the trail had 
disappeared. 

"God, that was close!" he muttered, draw- 
ing back against the sheer rock wall. He didn't 
hear the segment of trail hit the water, but 
he saw the splash, leaning dizzily forward. 
Then he looked up. Before him the trail was 
clear — and he couldn't go back. Not now. any- 
way. The only way clear was to the top. 

The trail grew steeper. About his head the 
wild seabirds fluttered, shrieking their name- 
less cries. Looking up he saw the sky sud- 


denly overcast. A brisker wind sprang up from 
the tossing, black waters. He just made the 
lip of the cliff in time. Another few minutes 
and the wind would have blown him over. 
Then the cottage squatted before him. He had 
to push against the wind across whipping, tall 
Crass to reach it. He fumbled with the ancient 
door latch. Th<- door smashed back. An instant 
litter he stood within, in the semi-darkness of 
the heamed interior, lit only by the roaring 
flames of a fire. His eyes swept the room. 

"Empty, by god!" he said. Then he gave 
a start as a figure stirred in the old captain's 
chair by the fire. A thin chuckle oozed from 
the shadows. 

"Not empty. Robb, not empty yet. I'm here!" 

"The Captain!" 

"Aye. Robb. old Captain Manner!" The old 
man's voice was like the dry rustle of wind 
over dead leaves. He didn't start up, but waved 
Robb to another chair before the flames "A, 
hard climb it was. ch, lad?" 

Robb Martner sat down and stared. His eyes 
roved over the bony, emaciated figure, the 
narrow, pinched, gray face, with its sparse gray 
beard, and then down at the thin brown hands. 
The Captain's chair creaked, rocking slowly. 
Robb's eyes came back to the Captain's glit- 
tering eyes. He felt the strength drain from 
his limbs. Abruptly the power of movement 
was gone. All he could do was speak. 

"You know my name?" he croaked. "But 
how ...?"" 

"I just knew it. Robb. I guess we're related, 
you and I. And I've been expecting you. Robb, 
ever since you came to Buryport. A good move 
that was, Robb. Fortunate — for me." 

"For you?" 

"I'm dying. Robb." The withered old lips 
scarcely moved. The eyes glittered on, un- 
wavering, fixed, hypnotic. "Eh, Robb, the road 
fell beneath you?" 

A cold chill crawled down Robb Martner's 
back. 

"How — how did you know that?" He asked. 
"You say you're dying. We've never met. Yet 
you know me by name, even know something 
you couldn't have seen!" 

"I know. Robb, I know, that's all." 

"I've got to be getting back!" 

"You won't be leaving, lad," the Captain 
said dryly. "Not until after I'm dead, at least. 
And even then you might want to stay awhile 
and think — for you'll have a job to do by then." 

"You — you mean to keep me here? Kill me 
like — like ..." 

"1 didn't kill the other two who climbed 


here. Robb. They murdered themwlves. Or, 
rather, a yarn, of mine did. Once they'd heard 
it, the agony of life it told made them take 
their own. But you're stronger stuff, Robb. 
You can hear that tale and live." There was a 
ghostly chuckle. "You're a Martner, Robb!" 

"What tale?" Robb Martner asked with a 
thrill of horror. 

The withered old mouth parted in a hideous 
grin. 

"The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, Robb. 
It is a tale we Martners must tell — forever." 

Mariner — Martner! Robb's blood froze. He 
tried to rise, to break the paralysis in which 
the -old man's eyes held him, but fell back, 
helpless. The ancient lips writhed and the tale 
began: 

It is an ancient mariner, 

And he steppeth one of three: 

"By thy long, gray beard and glittering eye, 

Now wherefore /stoppst thou me? 

The bridegroom's doors are opened wide, 

And I am next of kin; 

The' guests are met, the feast is set; 

Mayst hear the merry din ..." 

He listened, thinking of Hank Clayton's 
wedding. He'd never be a guest now. He was 
doomed to listen to the Ancient Mariner, 
doomed to take his place when the tale was 
done and Captain Martner died, doomed, per- 
haps, to sail the seas until . . . 

The Captain paused, the glitter in his eyes 
fading. 

"Aye, Robb, I know what you're thinking. 
You've guessed your mission, lad 1" He cackled 
in his high-pitch voice. "But you always 
wanted to be a seaman, didn't you, Robb?" 
There was a dry, deathly chuckle. "You'll have 
plenty of time now, Robb. You'll have my 
house, my boat, my boat to sail in and tell your 
tale wherever you go, whenever the agony 
comes on you lad— for it comes, it comes, 
Robb, and it never bates until the story's told I 
Now sleep, sleep, for when you wake, I'-ll 
be dead and -you will be the Ancient Mariner I" 

Robb tried desperately to keep his eyes 
from closing, but they dropped, slowly, like 
coffin lids. Through the lulling waves of on- 
coming sleep he heard the Captain's cracked 
voice take up the tale again, fade slowly on 
the last stanza of the famous poem: 

He went like one that hath been stunned 
And is of sense forlorn; 
A sadder and a wiser man 
He rose the morrow morn. 

THE END 



H\.<=> TREA1BLIN© FINGERS 
BEGAN fO TVNIST THE DIAL.' 
ONLY ONE MORE NUMBER 
LEFT TO &0„. / 
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SOT BEFORE I ASK THOSE QUESTIONS/ LET ME TELL HOSW 
THE CHUBBV LITTLE MAN /WADE Hl"=> FIRST APPEARANCE ,,.. 


^flSft EMILY SMITHER6, WHO WAS 
SEATED ON AN AISLE SEAT/ SWEARS 
THAT SHE WAft STARING BLANKLY AT 
NOTHING BUT THIN AIR ,„ 


„, VJHEN SUDDENLY FROM OUT OF 
NOWHERE: . ON THAT PRECISE SPOT, 
HE APPEARED/ 

h i i I i ' — — "na**m 



>Wen materializing out of thin air is beyond belief/ 
so miss smithers tlredly removed her ©lasses/ and,,, 


//& KEPT SMILING INOFFE' 'ivi;lYAS HE SHOULDERED 
HIS \NAY UP THE AISLE.' At'O THE CHANCES ARE THAT 
THE CONDUCTOR/ HARRY , .: R, WOULD NEVER HAVE 
REMEMBERED HIM ll^ NOT FOR „, 





&un then 

G.EORGE UPTON 
OLANCEP AWAY/ 
ANP RETURNEP 
TO THE GRIEVANCE 
GNANWING INSIPE 
OF HIM/ 






fl?ISING FRO/H THE BENCH, HE VJALKEP HOME, 
PURPOSELY FORCING HIS MINP TO A BLANK, REFUSING 
TO CONSIPER THE INEVITABLE CONSEQUENCEG OF 
TOMORROWS ACT/ AUV AS HE VJALKEP,,, THE 
CHUBBY MAN FOLLOWEP, STILL CARRYING THE 8LACK 
SATCHEL. / 




An - his 

PEXTtWTV 

<*A«> AS 
A&TOUNPIM& 
A* HI* 
STRBNOTW/ 





",„ THAT WAS WHEN MY BROTHER, TOM 
CAME TO LIVE NNITH US FOUR MONTHS 
AGO / " 



SIT DOWN, TOM/ 

THE DOCTORS SAy 

VOU NEED A LOT 

OF REST.' 



^WHAT'S WRONG WITH 
HIM/ ALtce? WHY DOESN'T 
HE TALK TO US? WHY DOES 
HE KEEP STARING THAT 
WAY ALL THE TIME ? 


SIMM! you X 

KNOW WHAT A ■ » 
TERRIBLE 
EXPERIENCE HE 
HAP/ WE SHOULD 
BE GRATEFUL 
HE'S ALWE / 




"THERE WBRg MOMENTS- 
VNHEN TOM ALMOST SEEMBP 
HIS OLO SELF AGAIN .' 
MOMENTS \NHEN THE OLP' 
SMILE WOULP SPREAD 
ACROSS HIS FACE AMD 
HE'D COME QUICKLY 
TOWARD ME,,,," 




"BUT ALNWAYS BSPOftE HE 
COULP SAY A WORD, HE 1 © 

suppenlv freeze; his face 

WOULD TURN COUP/ THAT 
DISTANT STARE VWOUCD 
STEAL BACK INTO HIS EVES I 



H-HE'S LIKE A PR. OEXVLL. AND A 
MR- HVPE/ M-MY OWN BROTHER , 
AND (.SOB') I'M MORE FRIGHTENED 
OF HIM EVERV PA-// 









EVERYTHING'S ALU RIGHT 
NOW, ALICE/ THE POLICEMAN 
ON OUR BEAT REPORTED THAT 
I WASN'T ACTINO LIKE MVSELF, 
ANP THEV SHADOWED ME AND 
TOM/ AND POUND OUT NNE 
We/?£ SPYING/ 
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